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Rio de Janeiro 


January 23, I9 


The roar of the crowd is intense; it is ceremonial, ritualistic. It's a damnably addictive thing, the need to thrive 
on heightened communal experience. But I'd had enough of the faceless hordes, all raring for my dick. Fuck off 
and leave me in peace, so that | may wander far and wide under the narcotic allure of my beloved Unholy 
fucking love, Izzy. Let's make it. For a love like ours, the only possible ends are addiction or the foot of the 
cross. Funny how we find delight in the most loathsome things. 


| looked at him with something between indifference and despair. Leave it, lz. Come with me, please. Sensing my 
silent plea, Izzy tore his eyes away from the chick in his lap and met my gaze. His tousled hair curled around 
his neck, almost black, and soft like sable. His eyes are like fog in the woods, the perfect mix of green and grey. 
They are so intense that | want to look away. Instead, | dive into their mystery. He whispered something to the 


girl, who was really rather ravishing. But l'm more ravishing, Izzy, and you know it. She hopped off his lap and 
he gestured towards the cloakroom. 


Izzy. Being with him is like a banquet in the shadows. The smell of redwood fire. The mystery of old temples 
and the ardour of a sky blazing with fever, sex and death. 


He reached for my hair. "What's up?" 

"Do you want her?" 

"No," he smirked. 

Hunger and longing and that familiar manic pang twisted my insides. 

He pressed my shoulders against the wall. "ls your gun loaded, Duff?" 

"m a six-shot heart attack" 

"Well, I'm about to pull the trigger." 

"Think you're fast enough?" 

"Yes," he grazed my neck. 

“Take your best shot" 

His kiss felt like a million stars going supernova in the space between his lips and my tongue. He ran his 
fingertips down my neck and his touch seared all the way through to my dick. When Izzy touches me, my body 
wants things it doesn't even know. Cavernous hot plains over wet, wanton flesh, all hard and hormonal, plunging 
into rapture. 

In giving Izzy my heart, he had taken my will. 

"Duff," his voice was low. "Here, hotel, anywhere?" 

"Fuckwhere." 

He unzipped my pants and reached in, touching me with light, deft fingers that mirrored the movement of his 
tongue on my lips. Dark embers smouldered inside me. | moaned into his mouth and he deepened our kiss, 


absorbing my breath, setting my blood alight. 


lm gonna take you high," he knelt before me. 


"| know." 


"What are you guilty of?" he stroked my dick and then swirled his tongue around the head. | moaned and dug 


my fingers in his hair. 

"Murder, of the first..oh God" | panted. "Degree." 

"Second and third as well." 

| chuckled. "Yeah," | held his head and thrust into his mouth. "Fuck, Izzy." 

He drew me in, licking a path from my shaft to my balls, grazing along the smooth flesh, before sucking me 
good and hard. | squirmed above him, toes curling, knees buckling, liquid fire rushing through my bloodstream. 
Izzy sucked, and | saw planets held in orbit. Izzy sucked, and | threw my head back, moaning like a lusty 
frenzied thing. lzzy sucked, and | ascended a rope that twisted and tightened around me like a snake, until | 
tensed and cried out, emptying myself in his mouth, giving all that | had. 

| would have no greater fuck than Izzy. 

"You consume me," | flopped on the leather couch. 

"What a romantic." 

"You make that sound like a dirty word" 


"Not dirty, Duff, just useless." 


That made me look at him. There was something in his eyes, something older than he was, something that 


made me want to squirm and look away. 
"Thanks," | muttered, and my voice sounded too soft, too hoarse, too something. 


Izzy chuckled, and it was like having the inside of my head rubbed with fur, as if he could touch things with 


his voice that no one should have touched with their hands. 


We stared into each other's eyes and there was something dark, almost hostile, that passed between us. We 
kissed again, hard and unforgiving. The heat rushed over my skin in beads of sweat and brought my pulse 
pounding, rising, and for a moment | was drowning in the beat of my own body. | had climaxed not five minutes 


before, but that didn't matter, | was hard for him again. | could hear my blood like a roaring flood, 


He spread his legs and pushed my head down. | didn't so much kneel, as fall down his body. | loved it when he 
did that. | loved being his plaything. | tasted Izzy, and felt his every pulse to the tingling tips of my fingers and 


toes. It was electricity. 


| had never been so aware of the blood coursing through my veins as in the moment when | took his full hard 
length into my mouth, drawing a low moan on high. My tongue licked and glided over his shaft. | sucked him, 
rolled him, and explored him. My hands slid under his untucked, button-up shirt. His skin was warm, flushed 
with arousal. My fingers slid upward, touching the ring in his belly button. Izzy moaned softly and arched into 
me. So sweet, so deadly. | tore my arms through Izzy's shirt, popping the buttons loose, baring his muscled 
upper body. He grinned and tugged my hair. | continued to tease and suck him good, until Izzy crashed into my 
mouth, in a skull-fucking, breath stealing, heart-stopping orgasm. It was the most beautiful music | had ever 


heard. 

For an instant, or for an eternity, we hung suspended. 

| stared at Izzy, he was pale alabaster with chiselled cheeks, wild hair and full lips. But it wasn't just the sheer 
hotness of him that made me love him, it was just him. A love made up of a thousand touches, a million 
conversations, and a certain knowledge that neither one of us would ever change the other, even if we could. 

| joined him on the couch and we entwined into as closely-knit a pretzel as we could. Grey-green orbs hovered 
over me, a ghost of dark hair, the mist of a face. | could smell the ocean, fresh-turned earth, and the sweet 
musk of Izzy. | inhaled him into me. 

| would have no greater love than Izzy. 

| would have no greater love than Izzy. 

| would have no greater love than Izzy. 

If we broke up today, if he left Guns N' Roses, if we never saw each other again, | would die with his scent, 


his seed, his essence. Buried eternal in Izzy's blood. | would have no greater love. | would have no greater 


passion. | would die alone, and that would be fine. Because it is our solitude in death that is our common bond in 


life. 


